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Who breaks his birth's invidious bar,
And grasps the skirts of happy chance,
And breasts the blows of circumstance,
And grapples with his evil star;
Who makes by force his merit known
And lives to clutch the golden keys,
To mould a mighty state's decrees,
And shape the whisper of the throne;
And moving up from high to higher,
Becomes on Fortune's crowning slope
The pillar of a people's hope.
The centre of a world's desire ;
Yet feels, as in a pensive dream,
When all his active powers are still,
A distant dearness in the hill,
A secret sweetness in the stream,
The limit of his narrower fate,
While yet beside its vocal springs
He played at counsellors and kings,
With one that was his earliest mate;
'Who ploughs with pain his native lea
And reaps the labour of his hands,
Or in the furrow musing stands ;
e Does my old friend remember me ? *
LXIII
SWEET soul ! do with me as thou wilt
I lull a fancy trouble-tost
With e Love's too precious to be lost,
A little grain shall not be spilt."
And in that solace can I sing,
Till out of painful phases wrought
There flutters up a happy thought,
Self-balanced on a lightsome wing;